CHRISTMAS DECORATION.
*HOW DOES 1T Lok
"Nealh the frosty sky sounds, sweet and olear,
The jovous musie of Christmas bells,
Onward borne by the breeze more near,
Bleat is the tale thelr melody tells !
Nature Iy wrapped in her shroud of white,
Cold without is the evening alr;
See trom yon windows there shinesn Hght,
Heppiness, warmth, within are there,
Lustrous holly aund mistietoe gliaten
In gay festoous from the davk oak wall,
Bweot young voloes with langhter, —listen, —
Wake the echoes of Elmsley Hall,
Ivy and laurel fitfully gleam,
Datutily placed by a fulr young hand,
Lit by the flame with its ruby beam,
Closely with critical eye now scanned.,

-

How does it Took ¥ & it decked aright?
1= yon garland there as it ought to be ¥
Then holly glows bright in the glad five-tight,
The wieaths of laurel are falr to sea:
The eirelets of vy gracefully twine
Round the mirror, like clond-wreaths
Sfar,
The mistletoe berries ps allver shine—
There i something olse that ts fairer far.
“How does it look I8 n swect young face:
Fyes tLat are gondle, so #oft, so pure;
Full of each \ender, mpidenly grace,
Lit with o look, thongh eay, demure !
A tuce that shines forth like an April day,
Where a sigh and a smile together vie:
The smile s victor, and yet one may
Kunow that beneath there lurks the sigh.

round s

““How does it look Long leagues nway
Some one sits in the evening gloom
Musmg alone; hi= fancies struy
To one much-loved face, to a well-known room,
“How does it look ¥ that smooth young brow,
Those golt blue eyes which the teardrops dim:
Do#s he not think of the wanderer now ?
Are not her thonghts away with him?

THE OHRISTMAS TREE.
———— e

Uhiristmas onee fgain has come,
Hringing with him, frolic, mirth:

Taking back the wanderer home,
seattering joy throughout the entth,

Merry faces, gay with laughter,
Follow in his jocund train;

“Chrlstmas comes!"” Let rosf and rafter
Echo back the ery azain!

Huil the monarch —thus ‘tis right

Witk & crown of holly brignt:

Place upon ki boury brow

Silver beads of mistletoe!

Children, put the task-book by,

Let us hold hagh revelry!

“Hither come with mirth and gloe, ™

Christmas calle, “around my tree !’

Quick they come—n joyous band,
Childigh Inces, <miling bright:
Round the Ohristmas tree they stand,
Dazzled by its glittering Hght;
Sisters, brothers, conging, there—
Something waits them every one,
For to all is Christmas fair;
He denies his gifis to none,
Gaily shines the light around
From the brauches to the ground;
On the dark-green follage beams,
With its merry laughing gleams,
Lighting up, with joyous glow,
Presents swinging to and fro:
“See my gifte !" spve Christmus, “see
How they dance upon my tree !
Hear their gentle shouts of joy,
As Lhey throng the tree beside; —
Arthur, Edward, Lily, Floy,
All have gone for Chrlstmas tide-
All to grandpapa’s have gone,
Auntle gives them ench a prize,
something good for every one,
Lisien to their merry cries!
Christinas, as through lite they go
Wiil it thus be slways so?
Will there be for every one
Piizes rich, and blanks lor none,
lu hie's lotlery as in thing,
Upon which the tapera shing ¢
Christmas, tell me, will it be
hen, n= now, upon thy tree ¢
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A PLEASANT CHRISTMAS =TORY.

SIR CUY’'S COBLET.

BY MISS ANNIE THOMAS, THE OBLEBRATED ENG-
LISH SOVELIET, AUTHORESS OF “'DENIS DOUNE, ™!
“WALTER cOoREXG," “PLAYED oUT,” ETC. ETC.

It was the second or third day of December
when the postman, after a long period of total
abstinence from double knocking at our door,
fell away into madepition, nnd left us a couple
of letters,

We were living alone together, my brother's
widow and I, and our Interests, und conse-
gquently our correspondents, were Bot numerous,
She was my senlor by—no walter how many
years, but quile enoogh to render the arrange-
ment a periectly proper one, even according to
the most severe conventionnl code, slthough I
was unwarricd, and stil called a girl by verbally
wellsdisposed trlends,

My brother had been dead about elghteen
months, He had died worn out, broken down,
used up—these are several phrases descriptive
of the same thing. In plain English, he had
“gone to his death™ in the columps of a daily
paper—gone to It a5 unflinchingly, as thevolo-
ally, as cheerfully as any one of thai gullant
band who made the never-to-be-too-frequentiy-
quoted eharge i Baluelava, But he belonged
10 & noble aray of martyrs whose deeds do not
geb recorded by lawyeates; so when he fell down
in ighiing the hard feght of the dally press, the
ranks closed, and nobody missed him—nobody,
at least, suve his wife and his sister, Very few
people seem o be missed whea they fall out of
their places, however it may be In reality.

It is » fact, and therelore, in the tace of all
precedent, T will stata it bul there had pever
existed u grain of anything save the kindlest
foeling between my si<ter-in-law apd mysell,
sShe had never leared *‘my interference.” |
had never accured her even m my hesrt of
attempting 1o aliennie Guy's affections from me,
The result of this nbnegation of the time-hon-
ored rights of sisters-in-luw was, that while

Juy llved we all carried on the war merrily aond
hoppilys aud when Guy died, we decided that it
would be very hard for the two who were leit
to part. Bhe was alone in the world, and I was
virtunlly, though not nominally, alone too.
There was an uncle of mother's ulive,
to ba suve; but Wil wy tuther’s

my

hie lise

ereit &0 me, merely a badge of respecta-
bility-—mnothing more, 10 be mentioned
in s modulated wolce oven (o myself—a

baronet—S8ic - Guy Pomfrel. My mother had
felt that she was taking almost a lHberty in
naming her only son after the mighty head of
her house, But ahe had doue it, aud even dared

‘ to apprize him of it—which act of fealty Sir Guy

| very heavily,

rewarded by sending my brother a little morocen
box containing & small embossod silver mug—
“goblet” he oalled it fn his letwer; but'as it was
not capable of containing hall-a-pint of any-
thing, we declined uslug the the more preten-
tious appellation In famillar converse, and it
came to be knowvn in the household as “Guy's
mug."

Of course we were sitting at our breakfast
table when these two letters artlved. Every
body (& sitting at breakinst when letlers arrive,
in fiction, We were disoussing our probable
chanees of parsing & remarkably dreary Christ-
mas, when the girl who served us in our un-
cotlortable lodgings came in with our letiers,
which we selzed with the eagerncss people who
have not recelved o written word for weeks onls
cun feel,

Mine was the shorler, and 20 was read the
sooner of the two; but, short as 1t wae, 1t was
very stageering, It was dawed from *The
Towers, ———:hire,” und was to the following
effect:— _

“My Dear Miss Dunbar (I was the dear Miss
Dunbar):—My tather and I was spenking V-
erday of a regret we olten feel, that we did not
see more ol your dear moiher while she wis
alive. This misfortunee {8, however, not
to be remedied now"— ("“hardly,” .
thought)—~*but we nat least may know
each other, We expect a few iriends down a’
Christmas<; you must come to us then, as we
very much wish to make your acquaintance.
Come down on the 23d, if you can conveniently,
by the 11 A. M. train: you will be met at the
Playford station, We ‘were extremely sorry to
hear of your brother's death, I send this under
cover 1o his lswyer. who Is most likely in posses-
ston of your address,

““My father desires hi= kind regards, and joins
with me in hoping that we shall soon see you.

“In the meantime, believe me to be your
affectionate consin, Racoaen Pouregr.”

The render will agree with me that this letter
from my “aflectionate cousin, Rachael Pomfrot,”
an uttel strangereven Oy name to me, must have
been very staggering, It was some minutes be-
fore 1 could realize thut it was not a bitof an
absurb dream. But by the time my sister hal
read her letter I hed ‘sccepted mine as a fact,
und knew that I was broad awake,

_ “Helen,"” I began, a3 ghe put her letter back
into its envelope, “here's an Invitation to the
Towers,”

“And who are the Towers?” Helen asked,
We were such strangers to my wother's kin,
that iy brother had scarcely even named them
1o his wite,

“It's the Pomfrets,” I replied, and then I gave
her the leiter,

“Oh, Guy's mug," she said, half smiling, as
she stretched out her hand for her. Then she
read' it quickly, and swd, “Well, dear—you'll
BU 4

I bad watched her as she read, and I hal
marked the flush that spread over her sweet,
atrious face, as she came to the cureless, cold
mention of the death of the one who hud been
everything to her.

“You will go!" she repeated, us she gave it
back tome, **It may be such a good thing for
you, Georgie, You will go

Now 1 was young, and I sighed for a change
from the dull routine ol the life I bad led tor
whiat seemed 5o long a time, This promised to
be such a pleasant change, My 1deas of coun-
try house Christmas festivities were gained from
“Pickwick.” I pictured the Towers as a sort ol
revised and improved “Manor Farm.' Sir Guv
already loomed hefore me—na shgntly retined
old Whardie; and in the writer of ths noto I
huve trangeribed I'half hopod to find a “‘mailen
auny,” amenuitle (o the advances of some
uvknown Tracy Tupman. The prospect
was o very scductive one to me; but
that cold memtion of my brother, to-
gether with no mention at all being made of s
wife, weizghed the bulance against going dowa
So 1 shook my head with a ereat
air of deiermination, and said, **No, I shouldn't

"

| think of it,”

Helen rested her elbow on the table, and put
her cheek on her haud, and looked at me 1wi-
quiringly, I 1eturned her steady gaze, partly
becsuse | wanted her to =ee that moeant what
1 smd, and partly because she was so pleasant to
loonk ut,

Bhe was such a pretty woman, this widow
of my brother—such a gentle, Madonna-faced
woman—with her small, ege-shaped face, hor
deep Dblue eves, and her shining, smooth
dnr!;-l:ruwu Huir, She had a sweet wolge.
and n sweet smile, too—a smile that crept
over her lips, not like a ray of sunlight, bt
like n pure mocnbeam. Yet 14 was not a cold
Or unmeaning swile av ull; on the contrary, it
gaid more thau any other smile T huve everseen,
Bhe smiled now “fwn my steady goaze begun to
relax a lutle, aud the silent lips” suld so sweetly
and well, *You will go ¥ that 1 answered the
muie appeal by sunying: -

*Do you really thank 1 had better, Helep 2

shie nodded, aud langhed,

“You, really, lor several reasons: one is, that

| ¥ou are 100 young snd 100 pretty to deift about

| directly,”

| retarn from your visit to the Towers.

the world by yourselr, and when” once the Pom-
Iets see vou, they will awake to that faet: for
you're ke my Guy, Geoigie, you get, liked

“Well, that's one reascun—a very flatiering
way you bave worded it, too: but that's not
enoveh; vou eand there were severaly give e
ancther.”

“Here |s another,"she sald, givivg me her
letter, snd getting up Jfrom the table as she
spoke. ‘I haven't consulted you, Georgle dear,
because it's no use eonsulting any one about u
step that you le«l sure you'll have to take wha-
ever may be sala against it." She walked away
to the window as she finished speskine, aud
stoad there looking out, while T read n ruthor
long levter from a lndy in Herlforashire, who,
after making out a portentous st of require-
ments, agreed to geeepl Mrs, Danbar's services
a8 4 resident goverucss, i she (Helen) conld
conscientiously deelure tha: she came up to
them (the requirements).

“Why have you done this!" 1 a<ked, hastily
gotting up and going over to her,

“Because I was obliged to do it, Georgle,” she
answered, without turniog her head; “aud |
feared that you would be obliged to tollow my
exsmple. Poor Guy! how miserable he wouli
have peen if he had ever thought that was
helore hie pet sisier,” She put her hand fondly
on my urm then, snd 1 saw there were tedrs i
hier eves,

*0 Nellie! he'd have heen ten times more
misersble to thank it was before you,” 1 said,
kiasing her; and then she told me 'more about
our circumstances, and 1 reallzed that this move
ol bers, miseruvle us it was to contemplate, was
ul#0 necessary,

1 will set about egctting a sltuation, too, at
onee,” 1 suld firmly,

“*No you will not,” she revlied; “*not till you
§ I am nn
golng to this Mrs, Weston till the holidays are
over, 8o T shall be here to help you wuen You
come back from the Pomfrets; go there you
shall, I'm delermned ; you ought to know
them,"

S0 it was seitled thut I should go to my relw
tlona, and then such sn iznominious ditficults
arose ! | bad been In wourning so long cthat
my colored dresses were all hopelessly, uaal-
terably old-fashioned, and my bluck was meagre
and shabby. Kven Helen shook ber hesd over
this obstacle, But ut last she sald—

“You must go, and you must look niece,
Grorgie; will you agree 10 leave it all to me,
und to #sk no questions ™

I began provesting, but she
suying—

01 course you will: why did I ask you, when
ron Lave slways been the best gir] in the worlil
o meY  Betore we go ang wriher, thoug,

stopped me by

, what 15 It you most vant

—_— e -

I modestly mentioned at lenst a dozen articles,
Amongst others n hat, [ could not go into the
country witfout a hat,

Helen wag joiting things down fn her note-
bosk, A hat psturally—the travelling dress

1 all be one of your strong points, Goorgde, be-
cause of first impresstions, vou know. Now
Irave it nll to me, and when you come back yon
£hall hielp 1o et me ready for Mrs. Weston.”

I was viry much puzzled a few hours afle
thia by seeing Helen get out of & cab at the
toor, und walt while the servant plunged balf
ol her person into the vebicle several times,
emerging after each plunge with a parcel, |
Kuew that Mrs, Guy bad & borror of debt, 1
Wlfo knew that Mrs, Guy had very litlle &par
money. But | had becn wid to sk oo ques-

| Viens, 50 T exnmived the contents of the parcels

| traveller
| =0N0rous vo.ces that

| made dark-brown horse, wis

| young lndy who was just checking

JAhe station out

o gratelul and admiring silence,

By the 23d my wararcbe was qnite resdy,
True, it was not oxtensive, but in my eves (f wis
very perfect.  Helen's taste was {00 true for oue
thing to fight with another, whutever the
soale, There was potbivg to find fanlt with in
the grey (ravelling dress and jueket bralded with
black, und the small biack hat with & ptarmni-
gan's wing in it, in which 1 went down to Play -
lord, *Mind you make @ good impyesalon on
them," Mrs. Guy swid, when she klssed me ot
parting; and 1 colored il over my face in my
girtish vaulty, and felt that 1t was sot binpos.ible
that I might do 0. 1 know [ think pleuty of
chesput hair and grey cyes pretty on ofber
!apnplr-, and my poor mothier used to =aythat |
had the “real Dunbur tgure,” which wis con.
sitered wonderiully willowy and goud, bur nouy
of the fair Dunbare—not even dear duv, who
was £0 like me—had my ternibly bDinck Ll
and cyebrows,

Mrs, Pomiret had told we wheu the teain
tenched Playlord, sud [ bad forgutten to luok
ut a ralway biil, and there wns uo one g the
carriage with whom 1 dared to eater into con-
versation, M_‘; fellow-travellers all looked *‘roo ]
style,” but they did not ook “goud natured,”
stay ! I wrong cne o them by saving tos,

‘I‘iw exception wns n fine, Mir, dednguistied
looking young man-—one scarcely saw that Le
wiia handsome at Orst—of about e:ght or nine-
and-twenty, He had jumped into the carcingo
immediately aiter mwe, and Le now sat just
opposite 1o me, with an opossnm rag over his
hoees, aud 1he lust number of Puneh in his
hand, When he had looked throush that, Yo
tolded bl= arms and looked through tne window,

| and 1 saw that bie profite and expression were

both fine and high-bred, “‘SBome souvg lord of
the mauor going down o spend s Chrstmas
at bis ancestral balis” 1 thought, romanticnils,
And I went on to wonder it he would not ha
mather desolaie in tho:e Lalls 1f he wore not
married, aud o speoclite as to whether he was
& nelghbor of Sir Guy Pomiret’s or not,

My speculations on be poiut deepened in -
terest, when abont 4 o'clock we ran iato the
Playford station, and he got out and looked up
um.l3 cown the plavform, A servaut in livery
rin up sl onee, wuching His hat, snd respeet-
tully smiling a welcorne, **Here rou are, sir,”
he sald, “Master hus seut the stunhope, think.
tng you'd ke to drive the D n at once,®

“i'hat's right, Green,* my handeome fellow-
answered, 1 ong of those stronz,
seem 1o tell of the power
within, “Are they all well ai home * he udded;
and the man replivd—

“Yes, sir; thank you, sir; all wall,”

1 had been standing lookins on and hstening
all this time (it was ouly a minute or two, but
it seemed a long time to me, since no one cume
lorward to rhake me welcome); but at this
pomt 1 was recalled to asenze o1 my position by
a porter coming up and asking—

*Do you want your boax carried anywlere,
miss "

“I think it will be sent for," I stummered out
bastily. Then as the zeutleman and his ser-
vart walked away, I adied, ** ain going to the
Towers—Sir Guy Pomtret's,”

“This way, then, miss,” the mun replied,
shouldering my box; and I followed him down
inro the yard, where a tiry
wagonette and a New Forest pony were drawn
up. A groom in siuble dress stood by the
pony's head, and as I canie up he asked if I
wes Miss Dunbar,

Oo my rveplying that 1 was, he =aid, "“Miss
Fomfyet !1:1-) sent Ler oswn pony for me, nad
would 1 like to drive 1"

“No, thunk you "I nnswered; “and then I

gotin, and the groow took the reins apd the
driving-seat, aund we wade our way out of the
vard,
" Out of the quiet station-yard, and into the
midst of a brillinntiy auiminted scene. In the
middie of the broud country rond, well kept
and amber-hued as that of a park, u stunhope,
between the shalts of which was a magmiticently
pulledt up, The
driver — my distinguished-looking fellow-tray-
cller—was In the act of uking off his hat ta a
a beir of
povies ubreast of him,

A lovely youug lady, with o wild blush-roze
complexion, pied mass 3 of talr halr billowing
out from bepentlh bey small oavahier
she sat a little back, drawing up hes fpe.
moutaed little stecds, 1 thcught thet I had
pever seen any e so glittering sud peetty in
my e, Her fashing blue eyes, her laee

Lt A

;l“ﬂ]]‘]!ll'..' With smiies, the pei eot ease with

| which

|

~he held the reins an
tiery little ereatures that were
ghell-like phictan, the sheen of 1!

restrained the
dinwing her
e bluck volvos

and the soit grey tove about the srebe fn wich
sbe was clothed—ull made up a pietore thae i
{ is Impossible to rorget, o= it was fair to look

Citdmmed with black braid,

upon,

Broad as the road wus, thers was seareels
rewm for the wugonetle to pass the Lwo otLer
carriaees, amd the lidy I huave deseribed Aid
not thrn ber eyes fu our dirsetion, 2o we drew
up aud walted, .

“What do you think of 2:a 1's last pre.
sent ¥ the Indy was ~uslog ae out, 44
wanted him to walt for you to ohoose the ponigs,
bur he would not,”

“They are hand:ome cnough,” the ssutleman
replied,  “You wll took very weil tozelher,
‘Behold the churiot of the Fairy Queen,' was
the quotation that rose to my lips when I st
cavght s.ght ol you.”

“*How ubs ra Cruty ! he replted.
(“Guy! What a thoroughly county name tiay
must be,” I thougzht “How absurd you ape,
Guy; Bnow ei1ve me room 10 puss, and let me got
on, or | sha!l huve sueh a little drive tod Ly, in
consequence of my il-luck in meeting you, "

she llnok--tl through hor long lashis with o
halt-childish hali«iemure smile. No man eould
have yuagined for ove instant that she meunt
serldusly that she considered that meeting «
piece of ill-lnck, But he looked grave at once,
and made more room for Ler to pass, a8 If there
hud not been plenty of room alveady,

Bhe guve her pories a sharp tiok, and as they
sprang forward she callied out—

“Good-by—tili dinver,” and the picture wos
broken up.

1 felt g0 sorry for It —so very sorry that those
two baudsome young people had vanlsbed
betore 1 knew anything ubout them. As we
Irove elowly nlong—for Miss Fomfret's pony
wie very lat, snd by no means fast—I made
up little stories, of which the Fairy Queen and
the one who had bestowed 1he title upon her
were the hero and heroine,  “We shall meet m
dioner,” she had smd. [ saw 1L wll, She wie
he “lndy of the land,' avd had wn eaterisin:
ment that night, to which he with the long
vellow moustache and blue eyes had eome ex
pressly from town, 1 think at this Juncture |
looked down diztasteiully gt my plain grey dress

The beauty u% black
velyet and lustrous grebe was very miuch betore
me,  Ere the feeling beoame dissati=fetion we
reached the Towers, and drove np bet ween tall
iron gates through a paved court-yurd, bordered
with grand otd oaks and eedars, 10 the entrance
door ot the Pomirets’ family man=sion,

I saw at once that it was not a bit like the
“Blanor Farm in “Pickwick,” What it wos ke
I shall attempt to tell yon,

It was & vory wide house of red brick, with
thut time-bonored tiut on it that only hooses
that bave centuries full of traditivns haneine
over them can hope to huve. There wus g geep
tosse ln frant oi the how e, und tnis wus filed In
with luxurinnly grown lnarels and other ever-
grecns, whose brightly polished leaves broke
the siraight line of the hottoms of ull the lower
windows, Toibe right ather large fron gates
guve weeess W4 broad lawy encireled with
bigher shrubs, To the leh a aide [Teht of 81eps
Lo away to tbe gardeos. Tae stables und other

ire,
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offices were in the rear of the houso, between it
and 8 bill that was crowned with & couple of
rined towers, the Iragments of wbhat bad beon
the abode of the family when the Norman kine
gave the estate 1o the first Pomiret, the founder
of the1ace. There was an Amellown garden,
and a lnke, and the lovellest winding, tombling,
wirbolent strenm  meandering through  the
grounds that wus ever seen, But all these
thing: 1 knew afterwards, Aill I could see now
vas {hat the house was siately lookine, but

full of bright life apparently; for from evers
window \bere sireamed a flood of fight, an !

'voices full of warm, hearty tones were borne

, out into Lhe coldpess of the December air,

| Pomlret= alone.  But 1t had 1o be done: so | did

It wis wil 30 much more grand than I had ex-
pected, Lhat I felt terribly ne: vous about walking
in throngh that ponderons doeor, sud facing the

it without & sign of the hesitation I telt, I koow
now thut the entrance-nall i furnished mor»
ke n bangueting-hall, with its butfets sud huge
tunkards of siiver and gold (ratbor different
these 1o poor Guy's mug)—ite big lesthern
couchics and capnetons chaira—<ite grandly pan-
nelled oak walls, hung with shields, and adorned
at regular intervals with lifesize tgures of men
m_armor -and its floor luzurionsly earpeted |
with Poreinn rogs and tiger saud bear nnd deep
sking, I kvow all this now—ns I know myself,
or betler, perbaps: but It was all lost upon me
then, a8 1 bovered somewhere in the rear ol the
hig Swiss who acted as porier, who went on
nnd anoounced me to sume one, who forth-
with canie out from & room snd made me wel-
come.

This some one wa< a kindly-lookine, ~mall,

- slightly deformed ludy, who came up and kizsea |

| comwe to the Towers, in a breath. Thin |
wighed  she  would speak to  me: anid
then I  remembered that 4 was  nol
her pait to volunteer speech. And then

we, #nying:—

“Good gracious! can you be Georgiua's
daughter? My dear child, you're ns ol) 8 she
wis when | saw bher 1ast,”™ Then she bustled
nbout a little, rang o bell, aud finally scut me
10 my rovmy under the case of her osa mald,
Pereiva', !

Belore any of my fears and shoricomings
can be acoepted by the realer as natursl, it
wiast be tully undersiood that, though I was 2
town-bred girl, I had seen nothing o’ “‘society.”
I bad lived s Bohemian life with my brother
tll he marricd, and alter bis mardage | had
Hyved o absolute qulet withh his wife: so now [ |
hiad not a glnele precedent to go upon at the
Towers—nothing but iy mumuulf instinets, |
and 1 feared that these might prove nsufficient,

For example, Ifelt abject before Percival, us
she, after having had my box uns<trapped by o
subordionte, procceded to unpack it 1 knew
what it contnined, vnd kney what she would
thivk of what it contained, nnd wished | nado’y

I looked in the cheval glass, and ‘aw my-
selt reflecred at full length, and wished, ask-
ingly, that I was not 0 much more substantial- |
looking than that briliiant apparition In velvel

| and grebe who had met the otlier brililunt appa-

ritton at the station.

Prezently some tea In o greyish-white cup and
ome shavings of bread and butter were brought
to me—u deep, fat arm-chalr having been pre- |
viously wheeled round to the§tre, and a table
placed beside it, by Percival, Then thut oppres-
sive person anncunced ber intention of leaving
me lor an hour, till it was time to come back
und dress for dinner, and [ wus left alone.

Alone at Jast!—and how very small I felt, to

| besure, in Lthet lofty room, whose corners were |

lost in shade tor all the wox candles that were

| lavishly burning themselves away for my en-

lightenment on the mautelpiece ana dressing-
table. What a mantelpiece it was, too ! —earve:
into a bundred quaiut conceits and flovers
fancies, in such rich-looking datk oak., As [ sut
there, tired, and warm, and excited, [ began to
make out stories forthe many ladies of the nou-e
of Pomiret who must bave sut where 1 was sitting
uow, and warmed themselves in other days,
Those other? days—ali ! how the romance of
them grew upon and bewlldered me us [ sat lost
in the depths of the aurm-clair, looking round
at the dressmg-table, that was so different to
anything 1 bad ever seen befpre—out of Wardour
sireet, No muslin covered its big carved oak

| legs—no little delicnte fanciff] arranacments of

quilled ribbon snd fluted lace ran round its
burder, It stood uncovered in its dark. hard

, beauty; for T know it 1o buve possessed that lut-

i duced by the sprightly, deforwed lady (who

shall drop the *Miss l.h.l.bmr'——liuy Pom ret,”

I ¢

L ind then to my left were & couple that T started

ter nitribute, now that I am aware that Gibbons
imugination and Land both worked upon it
What a masaive silver-framed old zlass it was
that stood upoun it!—an unbecoming old ginss,
too, | rémwember, for all its grandenr—a glpss
that made me look green when I stood before i,
aud that threw my nose in o a queer line thal
teature never had from nature,

For I bad to rouse myseit from my deep,
dresmy fauecies, and stand to be dressed before
that old glass ut lust.  Porelval came back, aud
I patbhesad my disordered mind together under
Ler auspices, and sat mysell down before my
stately toet-altar to be dressed for my mfrst
Christmoas evening In a country Liouse,

I felt very much depressed when,
foundation of fine starched «kirts und
glips lawl, Percival the terriole, ihe only
miaid 1 had ever had to wat upon me,
brought out wy prize dress—a flecey thing,
gl cloudy white tulle and pufliness, thar Heien
bad taken special pains with, This had been
designed as nsort of erowning glory—a thing in
which to uppear at some wreat county bull—a
tobe in which to be seen by the “Prince (harm-
ing,” who wus (o be seen and conquered by me
duling my visit, Aud now Perowvul took it oug
for we to go down to dinoer in,  Tapoke al last
surzesting wildly that “‘there was no company.
wie there 1™

*Ounly the company staying in the house -
about twenty,” Percival 1eplicd, standing befor
we lke a 1espectable Fate, with the talle dress
gathend up over her arm.

“Then I will wear black silk,” I contrived to
sny, fivmly, Soat last 1 zot dressed in that,
with a great white gauze cloud over me called o
senrf, Avdithen my hoor wus come, und [ wen
down a8 well us | could to the Pomirers' drawing. |
room,

I shall never forget the desive I had 1o say,
“*Please, don't!" when the befors-mentioned
gorgeons Swiss threw open the drawing roow
door, sud announced “*Miss Dunbar,” A& <hiver
possessed me 1rom head to foot, and something
went wrorg with a vein i the back of my hend
—and the walls wriggled—and the floor surged
—and the ceiling came swoopihe down !'—and |
tound mysell erect after It all, and shuking
hands with an old gentlemuan, who was thin ano
grey, and bad a very hooked nose,

He wus my great uncle, sir Guy
fret. He did not say much to e,
what he did say was kindly mennt
kKindly expressed, 1 found mysell sitting
down atter n minute, lookiog up st him
ug he stood before me, questioning me as to my
journey; sud when | found myselt answerine
um colierently enough. though a shy glanes
which I had given to the leit nearly made my
brain reel agiin.

There were several people in the room, bat |
was large, aod they stood in detached groups,
and o did vot strike the eyeat onoe. At fips
when I came in 1 was only cons icus of lebt
tnd sige, But by the tume I had =at down ano
unswered Bir Guy's questions, 1 was capalle o
distinguishing forms, The lutle déformed lad
wis doing the howors vivaclously I gathered,

the
silk

Powm- |
but
an

forward to look more fully at—the Fairy Quee
und my hundsome fellow-traveller,

What o fairy queen she lnoked now, to b
sute! She abrolutely glittered in her fuir brauty
und her erystulline woite silk,  She wos playio.
with n ng, white-feathered ian, and a Lougue
ol Chrisimus roses, and a scent-boille, aud o
clove that wae Lalt on and ball off, a5 1 looked
at her.  And he stood opp site to ber, glancin
swiringly at all her coquettish effors, smiline
wult cymeally the while—a perfect type of the
awny-bearded, blueeyed, well-zrown youns
Englishman, looking, in hig severe black and
parrow tape-like Qe not a bit Hke a mute or n
wiiter (vide the cowde writers), but therongh
bred a8 e was—the result of race and good
sociely,

He wis brought up to me soon, and Intro-

was, 1 found, the same Rachsel Pomfret who
bad wiltten to me) as “vour cousin Georglo—I

Then, as 1 hall rose (ol quite knoalvg wha
y do, fearing vervously that 1 should commi!

Ceratefully acknowledged that it was

| found it for her,

! but I felt dissatistie
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some solecism In manrors whatever 1 didy, and
Fefurned tis bow. Miss Pomifret ndded :—

‘And now cotor ncrross and grt known to
snother cousin, my dear;” and bofore 1 knew
® hut was happriniog, | wes (aoe to face with the
Fairy Queen, who held out a slender, white,
lewelled hand to me, and fanghed and flushed
out koules, and mude me fpol very ma'erinl
indeed, na she mude herself momentarily more
mecinanne, when Miss Rachael had named her
A= "ldn I‘n"nlrm."

Ibave no very distinet reenllection of what
went on before dinner o at dinner. 1 only
kiow I heard myown neme reoeated severnl
times, and many people eame and said kind
things to me for my “mother's sake, | gladly,
for her
sake, solely and wholly, that 1 was a favored
enest in hﬁl erand old place,

But after a time my mind seems to have ne-
cepted the situation, and cleared and stesdiod
iteclf, for all the later events of that ecvening
are well outlined in my memory, We hat not
heen back in the drawing-room lone before Ida
came and sat down by me, nnd shot off some
hrieht litele sentences at me.

8o | nearly played the part of Jhgecrnnut's
Cor to you," she begug. “Aunt Rochael mennt

| You to be s surptise to us all, and kept your

coming a dead seeret, T ddn't In the least
know who it wus In that horrid lirtle car of hers. ™

The fuiry Queen really looked, as she said it
as i It came 1o her by tfﬂlll divipe to drive over
such mere mortals ag wysell. She was lying

baek In o low chair without muy arms to i,
md her drese sprung out on  either side
inpreat rolling waves of glittering whice,
Her golden Lair slood out in strong  veliet,

lke a elory againat the dark backerannd of the
velvet chalr. Altogether lonked

3im

smch n
dainty crentore thoe 16 seemed a littde thine
that she should he regardless of the lyes of
others,

“You did see me then ™ T asked

“Well, 1 saw you without seeinge vou, if you
can understand that; I was takon op with ciow-
ing Guy my uew poul s W
pelore, uid you "

“Whom !

HOuy—my eousin—yout cousin, 1on, i<n't he?
Oh, no, vour second consin, that's g™

“No, Tunever saw him beiore,*

VO VY oy him

| realized Tennyson's deseription of tha

[ lest Dosdutt fall 1o rise ke a

“He's my «alvation at Chyistmas,” the Blonde |

beguty =aid, with a litile Tuwins “he gets up
charades, Do you like charsdes? And we
ulvwaye have a ball or two while he is here,”

I8 this hi- bome, or youes ¥

My home now-—hig in time tocome, 1 live
with grandpapa ond svnt Ruchel: Guy is the
hetr, ' she dropped her voiee Lo u whisper as
she snid this, then she raised #t wenin suddenly,
10 ok, “Do yon_ hike Christions better in the
country than in London

“I'bave never spent o Christmas (o the coun-
try yet,” 1 replied,

“Oh, you lucky girl ! she eried; “and [ have
never rpent one out of it; I'd give anythine —
except my ponies—to go Lo town aud see all

the burlesques; T don't eare for the panto- |

mimes; have you geen many

“T told her *yees’ while Goy was alive 1 saw
all suech things, now 1 “was sick of them, " |
ndded, passionately,

“Who was Guy " she asked, seherly: and she
seemed very sorry when I told her he was my
brother,

But =uch a bright creature canuot be sorry
long for the troubles of others. She was up
dancing away towards the piano, in answer to

| romebody’s request that she would sing, before

the mist had cieared off my eyes which the
mention of Guy had caused.  When [ could see
clearly azain, Guy Pomfret, my other cousin,
wns slanding talking to her while she flutfered
over some music, and seemed unable to make a

| choice of s song,

Presently, however, she found one, or he
At any rate he placed it, and
kept his hand ready to turn the page while she

| sung, and [ got drawn up pearer to them by her
voice, and watched his face as he watehed hers,
She had a ringine, clewr, flexible voice, 1 can

cxpress what its sound wus by naming n color
mere clearly than In any other way—it was a
Lright bloe; it was like a silver Lell, ns cold
snm% with as much feeling,

; i;hc was singing a  plaintive,
M

pussionate
Ind, and she 5&:3{

It correctiy and cleverly:
with the way in which she
warbled out those reproachiul words:—

‘You should have told me that before, Jamio,

Youw shou d have told me that belore, laddie,"

1 was glud when Gay Pomfiet looked dissatis-
lied, too, and stopped ber before shie had finished
il quite, by snying, “You never cun do thad,
mignonne—iry omething clge,”

She l'mwnu\l for an instant, and then got up,
saying, '"No, no, gome one else, and then I will

iry todo jusetice to nnother ol your favorites, |

Guy; i's not for want of desire 1o please yon
that I failed this thme, &ir,” she added, 1 o Tow
voice, with a little laugh thot was slightly
tinged with vexaticn,
I did not hesr what his answer was, for at
that mowent Miss Rachacl spoke to me,
“*Do you siug, my dear 2—will you obhge st
“I shall be very Lappy,” 1 answered, and then
I telt horribly hot aud uncomfortable, My
voice wis a low, rolling, tremulotis contralto—
what would it souud Mke nfter that silver ball!
“Wili you like to try some of mine, or will
you sing romething of your own!” Ida askeds
wood-nuturedly; and then Mr Powmfret cume
forward to “see il he could nhelp me to u selec-
tiop,” lie said, and L hucew that I wag (airly com.
mitted to It; 8o L #aid I would try what I knew
Gesty” and  hail-stageered by wy own temerity,
| supg some verses poor Guy had writren and
compoeed oree after o vi=it Lo the Daubar siide
ol our fumils :—
I here's @ breath ol freedom on
Where wild the heailier grows,
Thut wakes .t dearer (0 my heart
Then Fughiud's emblem rose:
It springs arouvd the thastle,
1he siern flower of the north,
It decks the pluins of Eoglanad
Aud the bouneis of the Forth

the ground,

“Thoge purp'e sprigs! no lowers sure.
Bleoming in other dells,

Are il so gweol Lo scottish hearts
Ar Beotland's heather- belis,

b or on mountain-brow, by lowland loeh
Ttrough every kind ol weatber,
Wo ronmaed sbout, unchpeked, unchid,

O'er pluus ol gorse and heatuer.

“We still ean claim a Scoltish name,
And the Scotoh blood »n us tels,
As hore on Enelish ground we roam,
Through Scotlund’s hestier-helis,
For the breatn of treedom’s on the soil,

Whese wilid the heather grows,

@ They bold their own most gallautly

Aguivit the Engidsh rose,'”

They all thanked me graciously, and sald
tind things, all save Tda. She leanced back
still further on the couch she occupicd like a
thirone, and said *such things were beyond her;
It was impossivle for her to make an efort to
ve bisturical; and understond (hose aliusions to
rhe times of Wallaee, she supposed.” She said
this to ber consin Guy, snd I dia 1eel very grate-
ul'to him for not seewing to think it witty, wud

o makling her no unswer,

I went to bed that mght very tired and very
Laueh bewildesed, and very mueh interested in
them all, Tt was so flunny that they should be
iy own people, and still go far trom me in all
al interest and svwpathy. Even while | was
cusing them of thig 1. my Leart, I was mada

feel mysell an Iograte by Miss Pomiret
coming in to blid me goed-night again,

‘The kind, sprightly old lady stirred the fire to
w brigliter binge, and gat herself down in the
van-chair opposite to e,

“l have come to tell you a lttle sabout the

ute of affmrs Lere, my depr,” sbe bogin,
vrisklys 1 must have yon know all about us
und care il about us, Tothe fist pluce, yon

ust know that ite u chensbied plin ol my
Lhei's o see Guy oud Tdn married (o each
uber,”

i £ n wplied,

l\ --Ll: llllallh 'my brothers are dead, Lda Qs the
o Iy chit of my Hocn_ml brother, Arthur, and
Arthur was bis ttber’s favorite; la the same
wiy lus 1% hig favorite grandehaild; she has
utwave lived here: he wants her to be mistress
J the Towers, and us she can’t be unless she
parries Guy, why he wauts her to marry Guy,
Vil ML

l“'.\-;-l how do they both ke the plan ™ 1
a=ted, begioning to be lontensely interested in
the 1ton anee whiolh bad commenced (for me)

-1 07 Lvide the ratlway siation,

Potes Poanteel Inoghed and shook

=

0

e luipadd,

L in the saddle, to speak 1o me.

| '!lil.‘Ll, ool

“Ida Vikes il well enoush, but oy iy waceuts -
e, The faet ia, my dear, I'm nol 85 Tond o
my niees as I nm of mr nenbew,”

‘Whit & beauty she is [ 1 exelalmod,

“Yes, she gz ond she bas peyeg thoughl of o
cared for any one besides ber beauly (rom the
moment the knew it powsr, Guy's o gret
deal lou‘ﬁuod mrl ber; m:"tlml 15 not what |
eame in to sny. Have you brought your L
with yon ™ : L :

“I haven't one.” I confessed, with blushas

“('an you ride t"

“I used vo ride n good deal with Guy o a
rough sort of way, when we were out far  aup
sutomn crips.®

“Ab, weilll we'll see about o habit ros yous
meantime you must wenr an old skirt, Ids has
pianued a ride for lo-morrow, menning 10 take
Liuy out by bherself. Now I mesn you to 20 too,
my dear.” Then the old Iudy patied me o (e
chieek, und lett me, ’

ikbing 1o think well of what was'uo lovel v, |
tried haed wot to sew oo the following dny that
[da either pridged me the pleasure Miss Pom
fret hud proeured 4oy me, or that she dislik~d
my sociely. il Ler grest starry blas
eyes when L eame down wn the skirt and a half.
Lght, senlekin jacket, and shrogged her own
wellhabited sboulders when we walked out Lo

mount our horses, and she saw g
havdsome brown gelding had been o :“':;{
me. Then she turned away, and : fent

ahe (Ida)
Lpetrloag

put herup on her own benutitul mare, 6 gl
neses, and when she wus mounted,

queen very well, I thought
“Bue looked 00 lovely as she swayad
Lhe rein with dainty finger hips;
A mian had givon all other bliss
And ail las worldiy hopoes tor this,
To waste s whio'e heart in one kiss
Upon her perfect hips,’*

Thin my tuen enme, and 1 was Worribly sira
bird to the saddle
ax Ida had done, nod was pro wrtionately graie-
ful to Mr, Pom!ret and Fate w'lmu I tound mysely
gecurely sented without having blundered at all,

“Puck i a charming borse, Miss Dunbar, bat
he hkes to bave his own way on_the turl,” Me.
Pomtiet snid, 08 he settled me.  Then he added,
zoad-naturedly, almost in o whisper, *Don’t 1ol
him get his hoad—ride hin on the eurl.”

“Lhanks. ' attend to vour direction,” 1
replied; and then My, Pomfver mounted his o wa
powerful hunter, and we started,

Though it was mid-winter—Christmas aven in
Inet—there was no crispoess in the sir and no
frost on the ground. The ronds wers muddy
und heavy, and the atmosphet e mild snd humid,
We rede slowly for three or four miles along the
highway, and then Ids proposed that we should
0 on come downs that ‘bordered tac road, and
“hmve u sharp canter tn o sharp sir,"

“HRemember,” br. Guy Pomiret mutiered, ns
we took the turf, and I nodded assent, and drew
my curb-rein a tritle tyzhter,

Puck went nlong over the billowing downs in
a pand charging canter for about n couple ol
hundred yarde. Then Idan Powfret’s ware
flashed past us, the rider sitting erect and faur,
her horse evidently well in hand, thongh 1t was
goitg at racing specd,  As she bounded ahesd,
Fuck dvd something extrsordinary withall his
legs ut once (Guy told e afterwards that he
“bucked”), threw up his head, then lowered it
suddenly with a jerk, and then went off in tha
wake of the mare at o ‘lmce that stretched bim
out flat nearly, and made wy brain whir,

I do not think that I was terrified, though I
wis well awure that 1 had no more control ever
Puck thun 1 bad over destiny, 1 was dimly
conscious of Ida branching off to the righi,
while I was borne straight on towards what
looked like a wall of blue sky. Another
moment, and I knew that | ‘was nearing
the brow of a steecp hill. Another and other
hoofs than Puck’s sound in my ears close behind
mwe—then something rose witt{u orushing noise,
and crushed wrainst me—n sharp pain smote
inrough my chest—a roar sounded 1n eurs—
horses seemed to be about and around me on
every side, and it was all darkness,

When it eame light again—that 15, when I
opened my eyes—I found myselt lying on a

reen mound half way down the slope of a staep

ill, with my head resting on Guy Pomfrey's arm,
and Puck standing close by, Tooking brighuly
uncouscions of having done anything wrong,
“What did 1 do?" I asked, and” Guy replied,
""Cawe an awtul eropper with Puck in gnlloping
down aslope; but you're not hurt—tell me%—
you're not burt

I roused myself then, and found that my foot
was in pain and turned the wioneg way—my ankle
wis spramed, v faet, Bul how about Puck? I was
much more snxious about the handsome, bril-
|iu|l|!l.~lnnlilln.’ little brown bhorse than about my-
§011.

“Puck is all right,”

“And where is she !

“ldu

ot 4B

“Here slie comes,” he replied gravely, s Mias
ldn wade ber appearnvoe round a knoll,  “|
sept her to find & boy w come and take Puck
Lack."

Miss Ldn Pomfretcame up and leaned forward
eracelully ou her pommel, still situng well back
"I hope you're

rash riding in

Mr. Pomfret aaid.

not hurt: but | never saw such
niy hie, Miss Daubar, "

“Nor did 1; but it wias not Miss Danbar's,”
Mr, Pomtret replied; and I satd:—

"1 really thiok It wa< you started Puck.” I
#iid 1t most mnocently, and saw with surprise
tint she celorved ke tire,

“lsuppose you will have nerve enoush to
ride home, il this boy leads Puek ¥ she asked
and 1 pnid:— )

0D, yes:” but Mr. Pom rel gliook his head.

“Miss Dunbar ha- sprained ber ankle, [da,”

“Then how 18 she to get home?" Ida askod,
“if you won't let her ride; she can't wall,”

“You will see how she is to get home,” Lo
unswered, picking me ug in his arms, ay ne
spukc. Then he mounted hisown horse, holding
n e easily the while; sna I subwited passively
through sheer amazement.

“Renlly, Guy 1" Migs Ida exclaimed, indig.
nautly, “do you think 1 am going 10 muake
one ol such u procession !

“Thut you'll ple-ase yourself about,” ke pe-
then he told the boy to lead
Puck heme corvelully, and started up the hill at
i slow puee

[ was hall fuint with the pain, and presently
be saw that I was, 1 suppose, for he said:—

“Tue sooner | get you home the better for
vour snkle, Miss Imuzmr. This old fellow's gal-
lop i2 liken rockivg-chair; tell me if you ean
bear iL¥ v

He sluckened the reins, and the horse went
ofi ke an arrow st once.

“Yes, I can bear thi=" I murmured, a5 he
giasped we more drmly, and Ouy Pomibet
suidlz-

*That's right: that's plucky;" and tben sang: —

““Graut ebsohen auch? Der mond seheinehell.

Hurrah! dio lode-u reiton soliell

Grant liebsohon aueh vor Todten?'

“Say more of ‘Leonors,” I roused mysell Lo
viter, a8 bhe pauged; but he merely repeated the
thiree lines he Lad already sune, and promised
1o 1end me the whole of the marvellous ballad
th at spme afteruoon.

I benrd My, Pomiret tell his aunt when we
reacted home that *Idu had sturted off in the
way that she knew Purck would never stand,
aud that Miss Dunbar managed him claverly till
be went down with her,” And I saw Miss
Ruchael nud ber nephew exchange queer little
svmpathetio gluinces; but I did not ¥now what
they meant.

I think that 1 was almost 2lad tha' my ankie
was spiained. It was well worth epduri
tie pnin I did endure, to be made so much
ihe two people 1 liked best at Lhe Towe
oy eawe and looked nt me as 1 was gt
o1t op acouch in Miss Rachaels boudoir
v ould not have me imprisoned i my bedroom,:
shie suid); looked at me through his eyeglass,
vud remwurked it was u pity: but stall fortunate
that I was mot distgured st all,” But Miss
Pomivet and ber nephew stayed with me, god
iy ull they coukd Lo amuse me: ghe making
I tle woll-meaning resdjustments ol the piliows
oo brief intervalsi—he reading we “Leonory, "
und uttering well-adjusted phrases rel itiveto the

orm, thut made me halt aévaid 10 mention it

Ida was not agreeable when sbie came hone

lie neerdent was, 10 S00IE DOMEIess way, hay i
"o ferther me in the family, if T may uss s i

ieypression. She had "L-1.1..-.¢-.| ber e b
mensely," she said, be'ore she was Rt ey«

oncerning i, “enforvel 18r fAe hwirenss) . aa




